166                               SAINT JOAN

and the knights and soldiers pass me and leave me behind
as they leave the other women? if only I could still hear the
wind in the trees, the larks in the sunshine, the young lambs
crying through the healthy frost, and the blessed blessed
church bells that send my angel voices floating to me on
the wind. But without these things I cannot live ; and by
your wanting to take them away from me, or from any
human creature, 1 know that your counsel is of the devil,
and that mineis of God,                            .. ,

THE ASSESSORS [in great commotion] Blasphemy! blas-
phemy ! She is possessed. She said our counsel was of
the devil. And hers of God. Monstrous! The devil is
in our midst, etc., etc.

D'ESTIVBT [shouting above the din] She is a relapsed
heretic, obstinate, incorrigible, and altogether unworthy of
the mercy we have shewn her* 1 call for her excommunica-
tion.

THE CHAPLAIN [to the Executioner] Light your fire, man.
To the stake with her*

The Executioner and his assistants hurry out through the
courtyard,

LADYENIL You wicked girl; if your counsel were of
God would He not deliver you ?

JOAN. His ways are not your ways. He wills that I go
through the fire to His bosom; for I am His child, and you
are not fit that I should live among you. That is my last
word to you.

The soldiers seize her.

CAUCHON [rising] Not yet

They wait. There is a dead silence, Cauchon turns to
the Inquisitor with an inquiring look. The Inquisitor nods
affirmatively. They rise solemnly* and intone the sentence
mtifhonally.

CAUCHON* We decree that thou art a relapsed heretic.

THE INQUISITOR. Cast out from the unity of the Church.

CAUCHON. Sundered from her body.